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One shot 


"I have just about had it with Dave tonight," Lars grumbled. "Why does he always have to get so fucking drunk, 


every time we go out?" 

"Oi, Im awake, ya know," Dave said, his voice definitely slurred. "I can hear you and James talking about me." 

| haven't said anything," James piped up, from Dave's other side. He and Lars were half carrying Dave back 
into their apartment, while Ron had gone to park the van in the garage. It was Saturday night and the lads had 
been to a rock club and had a few drinks. Except in Dave's case, it had turned into a lot of drinks. So many in 
fact, that by the time they were ready to come home, Dave could hardly walk It had been hard work getting 
him into the van and no easier dragging him out again and back into the apartment. 

"There," said Lars, dumping Dave unceremoniously down in the hall "Thank fuck he's inside now." 


Dave grinned at Lars and lay down onto the floor. 


"Hey Lars, you can't just leave him there," James protested. "He'll go to sleep and it's too fucking cold for him 
to sleep in the hall." 


"Well I'm not dragging him an inch further," said Lars. "If you want to put him to bed, you do it!" 


James looked at Dave a moment. Even drunk, he was still attractive, with his slim body, tight fitting jeans and 
soft, curly red hair. James suddenly felt a warm feeling squirming in his stomach, though he kept his face 
impassive in front of the ever observant Lars. 


"Alright," he said. Reaching down he took hold of Dave's arm and looped it around his shoulder. "Come on dude. 
Let's get you to bed" 


Dave whined and tried to flop down again. James continued pulling until at last Dave made it to his feet. Lars 


snorted and stomped off into the living room. 


“Come on Dave," said James, steering him in the direction of their bedroom. Dave stumbled along; giggling 
at..well, James had no idea what. James held Dave's arm in place over his shoulder and slowly moved the other 
one down until he reached Dave's ass. He placed it there and gave a quick squeeze. As drunk as he was, Dave 


noticed this and gasped. 
"James. What the fuck are you doing?" he said uncertainly. 


"Helping you keep your balance," said James. Dave nodded but didn't look convinced James smiled to himself, 


keeping his hands firmly pressed against Dave's ass all the way to the bedroom. 


Once inside, James lowered Dave onto his bed and closed the door, plunging the little room into darkness. Dave 
shouted in protest but a second later there was a loud click and the room flooded with light. James had put 
the main light on. Hurrying over to the window, he pulled the curtains across. Then he went back over to Dave, 


who had now settled down on his bed. 


"Let's get you undressed,” said James, taking hold one of Dave's long legs and beginning to unfasten his laces. 
Dave lay there placidly, not fully aware of James' naughty motives. James removed both trainers and tucked 
them away under the bed. Then he undid Dave's jacket and pulled it off. Dave smiled up at him, his eyes 
slightly out of focus. 


"You're being pretty kind to me tonight Jamie." 

"Oh, | have my reasons." James snickered. As he helped Dave out of his t-shirt, James knew that he would 
never have attempted anything like this while Dave was sober. But James knew..he was certain that Dave 
secretly liked him. And he liked Dave too..he had done since they had first met. As James gazed at Dave's bard 
chest, illuminated by the bare bulb in the ceiling, he licked his lips, thinking of how *much* he liked him. 


"Uhhh.James, what are you doing?" Dave whimpered, as James climbed on top of him, straddling him. 


"Don't worry," James said, in a gentle, soothing voice. "| won't hurt you. I'd never hurt you. You're too fucking 


cute for that". 


"Cute?" Dave repeated, trying to take what James was saying into his drunken fuddled brain. "James, what the 
hell? How much did you have to drink tonight? 


Hehehe, the irony of it James thought gleefully. "Don't worry about that," he said. "Just relax and enjoy." He 
leaned right over Dave, pressed his lips against Daves’ lips and kissed him. Daves' eyes widened and James felt 
his body stiffen beneath him. Then Dave parted his lips ever so slightly, encouraging James to continue. James 
slid his arms round Dave and held him close as he kissed him deeply and passionately. Dave returned the kiss 
as best as he could, though he was rather slobbery because of his drunkenness. However, James didn't mind 
at all.he was horny and excited. His hands roamed all over Dave's semi nude body, stroking and touching him in 
ways that made the redhead gasp with pleasure. Moving to one side, James unfastened Dave's jeans and tried 


to pull them down. Dave watched him; eyes glazed over and a big smile on his face. 
"Hmm, | never knew you liked me this way, James," he murmured. 


"Yeah, | sure do," James panted. He finally succeeded in tugging Daves' jeans off.he pushed them onto the floor 
and then returned, his eyes gleaming with passion. Dave sighed and cuddled close to him. James was about to 


take Dave's briefs off when he stopped. 


No, | can't go all the way, James said to himself. / just cant! Dave was half asleep, with his red curls flopped 
over James' shoulder and his warm breath ticking James’ neck. James felt his lust being replaced with 
tenderness. No, if he was going to make love to Dave it would be when they were both sober..that would make 


the moment all the more special. 


James half sighed, half smiled as he put his arms around Dave again, holding him close and sate. Dave snuftled, 
then gave a quiet snore. He had fallen asleep. James kissed the top of his head. 


"Sleep well babe," he whispered in Dave's ear. 

Dave continued to snore, while James lay there, listening to the various night noises. He could hear the soft 
hum of the TV in the living room and the slightly louder sound of Lars and Ron talking. A couple of minutes 
later, the TV went off and James heard the living room door open. Lars and Ron were coming out.probably 
heading to bed. James didn't pay their chatter much attention, until he heard Ron mention his name. 
"Where are James and Dave?" the bassist asked. 


"James went to put Dave to bed," Lars replied in a scornful tone. "So they're probably making out now." 


What the tuck? That little asshole! James thought, a hot blush flooding his cheeks. He debated whether to go 
and punish Lars (a wedgie would be nice) but then he looked over at the sleeping form of Dave and grinned It 


could wait until the morning..cuddling Dave was much more fun. 


James reached out to pull the bedcovers over him and Dave. He thought about what he had done and sucked 
on his bottom lip. 


Would Dave remember what had happened when he woke up next morning? 
James hoped he would. 
If he did, it would surely be an ice breaker for their next time. 


Next time? 


James blushed and grinned to himself. Then he put his head on Dave's shoulder, closed his eyes and drifted off 


into a peaceful sleep. 


